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DR. MACFARLANE: I have an Idea out souls are like our
manners., all the better when we don't think too much
about them.

MRS. WHARTON: Sylvia's giving up a great deal I don't
know what's to become of her if she doesn't marry
John. When her mother dies she'll only have thirty
pounds a year.

[SYLVIA comes back with a cup of tea on a small traj and
puts it on a fable by MRS. WHARTON'S side.

SYLVIA: Here is the tea, Mrs. Wharton.

MRS. WHARTON: Oh, thank you, my dear, so much. You do

spoil me. , . . I can't imagine why John is so long.

He's generally so very punctual.
SYLVIA: [In a low voice.] John came in, Mrs. Wharton.
MRS. WHARTON: Oh, then, you saw him?
SYLVIA: Yes.

MRS. WHARTON: Did you speak to him?
SYLVIA: Yes.
MRS. WHARTON: Why did he go out again? Where has he

gone?

SYLVIA: He'll be back immediately.
DR. MACFARLANE: Drink your tea, dear lady, drink your

tea.

[SYLVIA takes her place again at the window and looks into
the garden. She takes no notice of the people in the
room.

MRS. WHARTON: I'm glad to have you two old friends with
me now. The only thing that really seems to belong to
me any more is the past, and you were both so much part
of it.

DR. MACFARLANE: You came here immediately after your
honeymoon. Is that really thirty-five years ago?

MRS. LITTLEWOOD: My mother and I were the first people